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dango, the Bolero, the Danza Prima; while behind the
swaying bodies of the dancers, the uplifted arms, the
perfect poses of antiquity, stretches the sea far away past
the sleeping ships of the fishermen to the iron coast of
the Basque country under the infinite sky.

IV
After all, I found but little to see in San Sebast&ru It
is just a modern seaside place, where the young king
amuses himself in the hot weather when Madrid is a
furnace, After much search I found the graves of my
countrymen who fell in the Peninsular war, and for Don
Carlos in 1836. They lie in a place of great beauty on
the side of the cliflf, where the foam from the sea h often
strewn upon the grass, finer than hair, which covers
them.
And then, one day, I set out soon after noon, begin-
ning my journey through Spain at fifteen miles an hour,
It is as near posting as we are ever likely to come j but
for me, at least, it was not discouraging,   I knew that the
train went no faster;  I was not disappointed, I had
looked for nothing else, and above all one could smoke
cigarettes and see Spain.   And indeed that is almost all
there is to do, I find.   Every one smokes everywhere^
and at all times.   In this wonderful country one carriage
is reserved in each train for those who do not smoke, not>
as with us, for those who do.   At every station there is a
pleasant delay; one gets out and lights a fresh cigarette;
and it is only when hour after hour has gone by, and the
train is later and later, that one grows angry-   But then
what would you?   It is true the train consumed nine
hours in journeying the one hundred and sixty-seven
miles between San Sebastidn and Burgos; but at my
first gesture of irritation and weariness (for properly we